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On hearing the first shots I wished to go to my post near the marshal, whose hotel was close to my lodging. I leapt on my horse, and was going out, when my host, the venerable member of the Indian Council, stopped me, pointing out that the street was occupied by some thirty armed insurgents, whom it was clear that I could not escape. I remarked to I*                       the excellent man that my honour required me to brave all
il                        dangers in order to get to my general.    He advised me to ga
!,                        out on foot, and leading me to the end of the garden, opened
a little gate, and very kindly himself led me by back lanes. ;|                         to the rear of Prince Murat's house, where I found a French
,';                        sentry.    This much respected  gentleman, to whom in all
\ \                         probability I owed my life, was, as I shall never forget, called
I                          Don Antonio Hernandez.
j                                At head-quarters I found great excitement, for although
\                          Murat had with him only two battalions and some squadrons,
£                          he was preparing to march resolutely to face  the  tumult.
Everybody but myself was on horseback; I was in despair.
•^                        Presently,  however,  General   Belliard,  chief  of the  staff,
having given orders that some pickets of grenadiers should
be sent to drive back the enemy's sharpshooters, who already
were occupying the approaches to the palace, I offered to
guide one of them through the street in which the house of
Don Hernandez stood, and as soon as the gate was cleared
I got my horse and joined Prince Murat.
No military duty is more dangerous than that of a staff officer in a country, still more in a city, which is in a state of insurrection. Having to go almost always alone through the midst of the enemy when carrying orders to the troops, he is exposed to the risk of assassination without the power of 1| ^                 defending himself. Hardly was Murat out of his palace
when he sent off officers to all the officers round Madrid with orders to bring the troops in by all the gates at once. The cavalry of the imperial guard and a division of dragoons were quartered at Buen Retiro. This was one of the nearest camps to head-quarters, but one of the most dangerous to reach, since in order to get there it was necessary to go through the two largest streets of the town, those of Alcala and San